You bristling junipers and hollies spined,
one friend to deserts, the others of the grove.
ivy that doth the woodland altar bind,
springs that shine upward from the sandy cove,
pigeons in murmurous kisses sweetly twined,,
turtles that mourn their lost eternal love,
nightingales in the bright language of your kind
who night and day to amorous descant move,
and you, with breast of crimson, migrant swallow,
if you should see my lady walk in spring
by the fresh lawns to gather flowers, say
that all delight too long delayed is hollow,
and rather than endure such suffering
through all these years, I'd put the world away*